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Summary: A sweet one-shot based on Bruno Mars's "Talking to the 
Moon". Don't own the song, or PJO/HOO. BTW Annabeth writes songs, but 
that's the only difference. Rated T for no reason... Let me think of 
one... Ah! Because it causes too much fangirl/guy heartbreak. Yeah. 
Totally the reason. Not because it's random or anything! What are you 
talking about? Pshh, No! LOL . . . 


Talking to the Moon 

I stared at the glow of the white circle in the sky. "Why did you all 
take him away from me?" I asked. "Why couldn't you have left us in 
peace at least for once in our life?" I sighed and took out my 
songbook, tears in my eyes. Only Percy knew about my songwriting. 

Only he read them. Only he heard them. The words naturally flowed 
from the pencil onto the paper. 

_I know you're somewhere out there_ 

><em>Somewhere far away<em> 

><em>I want you back<em> 

><em>I want you back<em> 

><em>My neighbors think I'm crazy <em> 

><em>But they don't understand<em> 

><em>You're all I have<em> 

><em>You're all I have<em> 

_At night when the stars light up my room_ 

_I sit by myself_ 

_Talking to the moon. . ._ 

_Tryin' to get to you..._ 

_In hopes you're on the other side,_ 

_Talking to me to, _ 



_or am I a fool,_ 

_who sits alone_ 

_talking to the moon. . 

I closed my eyes and thought of his beautiful green ones. _0h, 

Percy . . 

**Percy's POV** 

All I remembered were her blonde curls, her smile, her radiance, her 
laugh, her know-it-all attitude-well, she did really know it all. I 
faintly remembered architecture and a songbook. Her beautiful songs. 

I decided to try (and most probably fail) writing one, just to be 
with her. Surprisingly, it came to me as naturally as controlling the 
sea . 

_I'm feeling like I'm famous_ 

><em>The talk of the town<em> 

><em>They say I've gone mad<em> 

><em>Yeah I've gone mad<em> 

><em>But they don't know what I know<em> 

><em> 'Cause when the sun goes down<em> 

><em>someone ' s talking back<em> 

><em>Yeah they're talking back<em> 

_At night when the stars light up my room_ 

_I sit by myself_ 

_Talking to the moon. . ._ 

_Tryin' to get to you..._ 

_In hopes you're on the other side,_ 

_Talking to me to, _ 

_or am I a fool,_ 

_who sits alone_ 

_talking to the moon. . ._ 

**Both of them write:** 

_Do you ever hear me calling?_ 

><em> (Ah) oh oh oh<em> 

><em> (Ah) oh oh oh <em> 

><em> 'Cause every night<em> 

><em>I'm talking to the moon<em> 

><em>Still trying to get to you<em> 

_In hopes you're on_ 

><em>The other side<em> 

><em>Talking to me too<em> 

><em>Or am I a fool<em> 

><em>Who sits alone<em> 



><em>Talking to the moon<em> 


_"Together Forever, Never Apart. Sometimes in Distance, but Never in 
Heart . . . " 


End 
f ile . 



